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The Author thinks it but conſiſtent to add, that 
B 25 


the 


vi To the READER. 


the firſt eight Lines were wrote for private Pe- 
ruſal only; but finding, upon further Application 
to get his Advertiſement inſerted, that there was 
no oppoſing the connected Sway of the deſpotic 
Printers; he then determined upon this Publi- 


cation.---The Addreſs of the 25th of November 
was, verbatim, as follows. — 7 


cc To the Curious, particularly the Ladies. A 
young married Gentleman, laboring under ſome 
Difficulties, and willing to maintain his Family 
by his own Induſtry, rather than depend too 
.much on his Friends, having a few: vacant Hours 
in the Week, is willing to wait on any genteel 


Company with a very Curious Electrical Ma 
chine, and exhibit many ſurpriging E xperiments 
therewith ; beſides many others, if required, in 
natural Philoſphy.---As he is a Perſon of great 
Reputation, 7#vio/able Secrecy is required; and 
this Advertiſement 1s only meant to -Perſons of 
Honour.---The Advertiſer will leave .it entirely 


to 
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to their Generoſity, to reward according to Sa- 
tigfactian. Pleaſe to ſend a Line to the Piazza 
Coffee Houſe, Covent Garden, directed for A. P. 
and will be punctually attended to.” 


The intended Anſwer to the above (as from 
a ha; 1s exactly. as follows. 


6 A young Lady (of amoſt experimental Turn 
of Mind) captivated with the amazing. Ingenui- f 


ty of the Propoſals, from the Gentleman A. P. 
who addreſſed the Ladies in particular, touch- 


ing his curious Electrical Machine, finds herſelf 
0 ideally prepoſſeſſed i in Favour of , mg rt, that 
nothing but an actual Proof of his ao Phi- 
loſophy, can poſſibly to Satisfaction convince 
her.---An early Diſplay of his ſublime Talent is 
required, by his immediate Attendance upon 


Seignora Inamorata, at the Jupiter and Lan. ä 
in the Grove of Sweets. 
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VN. B. Tho' the Lady profeſſes herſelf a mere 
Novice (being unmarried) yet is ſhe prepared for 
the Shock.” | 


The Author now ſubmits his trifling Perform - 
ance to the Candor of his Reader, and leaves i it 
intirely to his impartial Opinion, whether his 
defigned Advertiſement is or is not more extep- 
tionable, than that firſt of all admitted Us 


impartial boaſting Gazetteer. 
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ODS how I WY to ſee ſuch letter d Elves, 
Big with the vaſt Importance of Themſelves, 
Inſert, reject, and with deſpotic Sway 
Retail, ſuch paltry Stuff from Day to Day; 
But ſhould ſome ſmart wrote Pleaſantry of Whim, 
Aſk their Acceptance, No it ſhan't be in.” 
Juſtice demands the Charge muſt ſingly lay, 
You'd wiſh to have a Snarler's Name, tis S. 


HERE had I paus d, nor all unfit to fail, 
Ventur'd from Shore, without poetic Gale, 
| C 
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My ill-trim'd Bark, but then this haughty Throng, 


Of News- compiling Things, had ſtopp d my Tongue, 
Doom d me to Silence, mock d at my Chagrin, 


And triumph'd o'er my Reaſon, and my Spleen ; 


Forbid it Heav'n—avert it manly Pride, 
Forbid it Reafon, warring on my Side ; 
That e er ſuch ſervile Fetters ſhould impoſe 
Such baſe, ſuch abject Terms, no, I'll oppoſe | 


My utmoſt Strength, to cruſh theſe venal Foes ; þ 
Who boaſt impartial Service to the Town, | 


8 
But mark them well—they only + mean their on; 


Their Self-reſpeQing Intereſt is in View, 


And if it profit them, they'll pleaſure you; 
If not coatemn 4 by their connected Rule, 


Oblivion's Ruſt ſhall eat the forward F FeR 


PEACE to duch Upſtrt, who $ Jull laden Brain, 


A Dawn of Senſe ne'er grac' 4, who proudly vain 
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Of their high lerter d Office, daily fie, 
And tho' devoid of Senſe—yet judge of Wit, 
Dealing with mice Sagacity their Blows, 
'Gainſt would-be Friends, encouraging their Foes ; 3 
And as a further Proof of Head and Heart, 
Expoſing in their daily Traſh ſuch Art, 

Such rotten Art of ſome 'baſe factious - 


To puff vile Meaſurrs, and ſtill.- viler Menn. 


Cs. =» 


But what of this? They for their Country' ; Cauſe, 


Can feel no real Grief, nor heed her Laws. 
Tho' trampl'd on by mercenary Slaves, 
Who for depending Bread, i extol State Knaves ; | 


And fawning upon Fawners, what they ſend, 


As the cloy'd Prefs (tho Surfeits daily ſpring) 

Would vomit forth, nor ſuffer to take Wing. 
Nay, further yet, what Shame it is to ſee, 

Rais d thus on high, the Flag of Infamy; 


With moſt carniv'rous Guſt, ſuch Stuff heſtiend. 


S.. . d ? Fy 
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Peruſe a recent Advertiſer there 

A witling Printer's Judgment will appear; 
Mark, how he hangs up Majeſty, —you'd ſwear 
The Mad- cap Filkes return'd to Scandal's Chair; 
See how he glotes upon his Royal Fun, 

And hopes to lull our Reaſon with a Pun; 

Avaunt dull Sophiſter, I ſee thy Art, 

Thy Scrap-compiling-Wit—but doubt thy Heart ; 
Learn what Reſpect to Majeſty is due, | 

The Bow is bent, the Shaft may wing to you; 
Honour thy King, nor let a Subject dare 


Preſume to cenſure, what tis his to fear. 


Ov x glorious charter'd Liberty 1 ſee, 
And boaſt an equal Birth, —right to be free; 
England's my native Land, I love the Spot! 


May it long flouriſh when I'm quite forgot) 
But tho' our Liberty I dearly rate, 


Licentious Freedoms, are my deadly Hate, 
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What Plea, becauſe our wholeſome Laws provide 
The ſubject Reſuge gainſt deſpotic Pride ? 
That with gigantic Stalk, in Mid-day Sun, 
Scandal ſhould lord it, under Maſk of Fun; 
And trampling upon regal Pow'r and State, 


— 


Not ſpare the Greateſt, e en amongſt the Great. 


So Great—fo Good—ſo excellent in Mind, 
Search the World o'er, his Equal where to fad; 
Watching his People, with a Father's Care, 
Loving—belov'd, thro' Gratitude, not Fear. 
And yet, (Gods, what Apoſtacy of Heart |) 
Some vile Detractors—in the ſnarling Art, 

Dare cen his perfect Character defame, 

And damn themſelves to everlaſting Shame. 


Too many Characters of putrid note, 


2 (A very Shock to Nature but to quote, 
| D 
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Are here diſpersd about this buſtling town, 

For like the cormorant Sea, here All go down ; 

| Such Men there are, whoſe vile abandon'd Ways, 
Furniſh fit Fuel for a Satire's Blaze 

Some too I've ſhrewdly noted, but bove All. 


| A certain One 


whom we will Hircus call. 


To human Nature, what a-pauſe—to ſee 
| Grey Hairs diſhonor'd with fuch Infamy ; 
Committing in ihe Face of Mid- day Sun, 


Such flagrant AQions, as the Night would "AY 3 
Living a daily Lye to Goſpel Truth, 


Immers' d in Vice een from his earlieſt Youth ; 

And to Religion what a publick Scorn } 

The Wretch a Parſon's made I—nay, hunts the Lawn; 
Impious, and vain, lur d by his Patron's bait, 

He fondly hopes to gain a Mitr'd State ;—— 

Right prudent, Sir, a Mitre would do well, 
To vail the Sins of ſuch an Infidel 3 


Diſcard 
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Diſcard thy Punk — take my Advice tis true 
Fm young — (thank Heav'n) but not fo black as you; 
Throw off thy Trull—Gods how I bluſh to meet 
Your caſſock'd, Sirfhip, rumbling in the Street; 
When by your Side; to taint the ambient Air, 
Sets Phuto's footy Dame thy peerleſs Fair | 


For Shame, give o er this execrable Life, 

Hie to your Country—mind your lawful Wife; 
For tho I may'nt to 1 (here's your Fear, 
The Winds muſt waft it, to the injur'd there; 
How mo/? confiſftent, with thy Age and Gown,. 
You've ſojourn'd here—a Peſt to half the Town ;— 
And can it be, that ſuch a Wretch—ſo bold, 
So reſolute in Guilt, ſhould ever hold 

. A Mitr'd Sceptre in his venal Hand, 

Not to amend but poiſon more the Land? 
Heaven ſure ſhall wink, fair Juſtice fall aſleep, 
And Nature ſick ning at a Wound ſo. deep, 


Shall 
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Shall firſt give up the Ghoſt, e er ſuch a Deed, 
(By which Religion will be ſure to bleed) 
Can be effected ſooner the Almighty Pow'r, 


Avenging Crimes like his contract his Hour; 

Sweep him from Earth. like Chaff before the Wind, 
And (but a rotten Name) leave not a Wreck behind.” 
— Well, keen-ey'd Satire, how does Hircus bear 
His Wounds: expos'd by Truth's all-probing Air ? 
Does he feel deeply? Will he yet return, 

And purge his Crimes by a ſincere Reform? 

Sooner ſhall Fiſhes leave their native Main, 

To graze with Cattle on the verdant Plain ; 

Rather ſhall Wolves their ſavage Nature quit, 

And Printers learn to judge of ſterling Wit; 

With prudent and reſpectful Caution keep, 

A decent Courſe twixt Shallow and the Deep; 
Sooner ſhall Royalty reſtrain the Pen 

Of ſuch liceatious—Power—defying Men; 


Fire 


* 
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Fire and Water ſooner ſhall agree, 

Than Hircus ever join in Amity; 

With Virtue's Call, —ſuch callous Souls defy, 
Impending Vengeance from an angry Sky. 


Gops what an Age, how profligate and baſe; 
Branding our very Nature with Diſgrace ; 
All mutual Ties ol. Friendſhip are diſſolv d, 
And Man (ſuch is the preſent vicious World) 
No longer truſts his Brother, Man,—but preys 
Like the fell Monſters of the deſart Ways; 
Each on the other's Property—or Fame, 
And damns alike his Reaſfon—with his Name. 
SELF is the reigning Principal confeſt, 
Which rages with ſuch Fury in the Breaſt ; 
The deareſt Ties of Nature bind no more, 
Father gainſt Son exerts a-boſtile Pow'r ; 


The Son rebels againſt the Father's Sway, 
And with an impious Rage, tho' bound to obey, 
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By all the tender the endearing Right, 


Which inftin& Nature e en in Brutes excite; 
Vet He more ſavage than the brutal Race, 


Can all parental Homage ſo debaſe, 
And bring his ali nated Mind, to dare, 


His Author's Being, to an open War. 

| From this degen'rate Source ariſe the Woes 
| Of Party-feuds, Britain's inteſtine Foes : 
Oh, my poor Country ! tho' a tranſient Peace, 

Has huſh'd the Nations, — ſtill thy Griefs encreaſe ; 


The preſent Calm, but mars thy glorious Fame, 
And heaps Diſgrace upon thy honor d Name; 


Better had Mars continu'd in Array, 

And left the Iſſue to a future Day; 

Better had France ally d with factious Spain, 
Brav'd thy Reſentment ſtill, by Land and Main; 
More to thy Credit England, more thy Boaſt, 


Had even France, with an invading Hoſt, 
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THE S NAR L ERS. 9 
Oer- run thy Borders with a fell Intent, 
To add a Province of ſuch rich Extent, 
As Britain's Crown, to the deſpotic Sway, 
Of a French King, whoſe Motto is Obey,” —— 
The loyal Subjects of thy George's Throne, 
Had ſoon repell'd, and drove th' Invaders Home. 
But now alas | When the ſweet Balm of Peace, 
Should ſpread its genial Influence, ad encreaſe 
Our public Stock of Happineſs ,—behold, 
(Curſe to the 'venal Thirſt of Pow'r and Gold) 
Like a poor Matron, butcher'd by her Sons, 
Our Country bleeds, from baſe internal Wounds; 
The Rage of Party, ſtabs her to the Core, 


And Streams of Blood guſh out at ev'ry Pore; 
Diſcord, and perſonal Abuſe, employ 
The Hours of Counſel, with malicious Joy ;. 


When in the Senate for the publick Weal, 
All Hearts ſhould glow with patriotic Zeal. ;. 


When 
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When with Catonic Energy of Mind, 
Thought ſhould be nerv'd. with Sentiment refin d ; 
A ſtupid Pauſe with Vacancy of Face, 

Deſtroys the wounded Luſtre of the Place; 

Till ſome invidious Party- foaming Elf, 

Riſes— attempts Something for Himſelf; 
His falt'ring Tongue, betrays a venal Heart, 
If by Miſtake he ſtumbles on a Part; 
Which hints the publie Good ſhould be his Aim, 
(Deſpiſing ev ry other Road to Fame) 
At this he ſtarts then to Abuſe deſcends, 


Draw canſir- like, attacking Foes and Friends, 


With Self-promoting Intereſt in View, 
He mangles all Reſpet——and Honour too 
Sets the whole Houſe into a Party Roar, 
Neglect enſues 


and Times are gas before. 


Gops, what a ſecret Triumph this muſt bring, 
To haughty Lewis and his Spaniſh King, 
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To hear tumultuous Jars, diſtract our State, 
And that our Great combine againſt the Great ; 
Waring (with State-craft Intereſt at their Head) 
Againſt our Peace, as if for daily Bread ; 
But all are not Apoſtates to the Cauſe.? | 
No, ſome remain ftill careful of our Laws; 
Still watchful for their Country's beſt Support, 
Untainted with the baneful Pow'r of Court; 
Who's Virtues, merit far ſuperior Praiſe, 

Than I can offer in my humble Lays. 


O, ye brave Few, who love your Country's Heath, 
Superior (as ye ought) to worgly Wealth ; 
Who rather, than behold her daily Bane, 
Would: ſooner ſuffer a whole Age of Pain ; 
Go on, aſſert the glorious God-like Cauſe, 
Unite as one—and but reſpe& her Laws; 


Succeſs, (the ſure Reward of virtuous Men) 


Shall crown your Labors, and my grateful Pen, 
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Shall make, tho' but a faint Eflay to tell, 

What honeſt Rapture ev'ry Heart ſhall ſwell ; 

When our dear Country, with herſelf at Peace, 

Inſtead of Diſcord, ſhall a ſweet Increaſe 

Of mutual Love, and Fellowſhip unfold, 

And to Content revive the Age of Gold ! 

c And gracious Heav'n, if thy Servant's Pray'r, 

With kind Indulgence thou'lt vouchſafe to hear, 

In thy good Time, produce this wiſh'd Reverſe, 

And baniſh far—for ever Party Curſe.” 


Bur ſoft—methinks I hear ſome whiſpering Friend, 
Kindly adviſe my drawing to an End; 
And with forboding Speech, that chills my Hopes, 
(Like the drear Bird of Night) with frightful Notes; 
Screams in my Ear,—prefumptuous Youth no more, 


Prudent in Time direct thy Bark to ſhore - 


Nor madly venture further out to Sea, 


A Sea of Rhime—but never meant for Thee ; 


rn 


No Pilot at thy Helm — but hear I ſmile, e 
For Tve a Muſe in Petto all the while; 

A little Clio of my own——fo kind, 

And tho' but young, yet of a Form and Mind, 
So op ning to Perfection, 
I would not quit her Patronage and Care ; 

Tho! all her Siſters * elſe——ſhould offer Aid, 
I want no more,—ſhe's all |—My charming Maid | 
But on my Friend, what further Dangers wait, 
The daring Fool, that ſhall preſume to prate, 


that I ſ wear 


And prate in Rhime, of Manners, and of Men, 
(Whoſe Actions would debaſe a Grub- ſtreet Pen 
Say what the Perils are, the Rocks diſcloſe, 


23 


And fave thy Friend, from his yet ambuſh d F oes — 


Hear then and tremble——dread the keen Reviews, 
Their monthly Satire will attack thy Muſe ; 


Thy favourite Clio, with malicious Rage, 
And probe Thee deeply, in their poignant Page ; 


Pinion 
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Pinion in Time, nor urge thy deſperate Flight, 
What tho' tis preſent Day, twill ſoon be Night; 
Soon ſhall the gathering Storm eclipſe that Sun, 
Which now but gleams to partial Thee alone ; 


To ſoar is dang'rous in theſe ſnarling Times, 
Quit then in Prudence, quit this Rage for Rhimes ; 
In humble Proſe, thy ſlender Parts employ, 

Nor hunt for Danger, which muſt ſure deſtroy ; 
Peace good, Sir Prudence, what have I to care ? 


Why mention the Reviews, I cannot fear, 

Tho' thoſe Buſh-fighting-Lurkers, Monthly write, 
And ſcalp poor Aukom with an envious Spite ; 
'Tis not for Me, a very Mouſe in Rhime, 

| To think thoſe learned Harpies will combine, 

| To feed on ſuch inſipid Food, —as mine; 

The ſturdy Oak, may dread the furious blaſt, 
My reed will bend, and when the Storm is paſt, 


Elaſtic 
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Elaſtic in itſelf will ſpring again 
Nor fear a Rupture, from theſe boiſt rous Men 
In this I'm firm let Candor ſhield my Muſe, 
Or if diſſected by thoſe fell Reviews, 


Still, will I keep my Courſe—nor mean in Heart, 


From what I've wrote, thro' ſervile Fear depart ; 
Unlike a recent Bard whom I could name, 
Who dead to ev'ry Senſe of honeſt Fame, 
Recall d his publiſh'd Mind, —nay worſe, 
Upon himſelf: the Stigma of a Curſe 
Baſely affix'd, —Gods | that a noble Mind, 

So ſtrong, ſo nervous, and to Worth inclin'd, 
Should by ſome ſtrange Fatality of Heart, 
Fall off, and dwindle to ſo mean a Part, 

As to retract, and falter from Himſelf, 
Whether thro' Fear of Law, or Love of Pelf 
I know not,—but 'twas Slave-like poorly done, 
And well may mar his Credit's Riſing- ſun; 

| G 
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Or, I miſtake my Aim, or Satire's Pen, 
Was meaat to laſh—ſuch flagrant living Men 
As Hircus, whom I've pictur d in my Verſe, 
To Nature,—and Profeſſion what a Curſe ! 
But yet I hold it Cruelty of Heart, 

To let meek Charity fo far depart ; 


As to expoſe, a real Name to view, 
And brand it with the worſt of Scandal's Hue; 
Could I do this, I would forfwear the Pen 

Fly to the Deſarts quit the Sight of Men; 

Prowl there for Food, provide the Lion's Prey, 
And think myſelf as Savage full as They : 
Forbid it Heav'n, that ſuch malignant Rage, 
Should blot th' impartial Purpoſe of my Page ; 


1 Let ſweet Humanity, and facial Love, 
The darling Attributes of Saints above. 

| Be ever preſent with propit'ous Sway, 

[ My Guard by Night—my Happinefs by Day 


Let 
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Let not foul Malice, with her venom'd Tooth. 


Pervert my Purpoſe, from the ſacred Truth; 
Far 


far remov'd keep Rancor from my Mind,— 
& T am a Man, and feel for All Mankind.” 
On this juſt Bafis—I would raiſe a Name, 

And emulate—a Liyd s —0r Churchill's Fame. 


Þ 


o 


20 75 


* 
4 


' 


Fi 


F 


- 
* 


* 


* 


2 * 


1 2: 


4.4 


8 


* 


8 
„ © 
9904 w 


doll E 


7 
{£15 


” 
* = 
o 
. 
* 
o 
- 
* 


- 
— 


” 


* 


222 * 
* va 
LS. . 
— * 
- 4 5 
be, . 4 . 
1 

* | 
* 4 " 
d i . 
' * 


* 
8 = 
; 
* 7 
* 4 * 
* . 
* 
- 
* 
4 


EY 


2 


